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CHATPTER L

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING
*Maude!”
*Dick!”

Then the two who had sudden!
expectedly mel stood gazing at
in allence—he with & look
earnestness, she with  helghtening
wnd quivering lps,

“I wae just thinking of you,” he sald,

another

passionate

ol

colour

presently, and his voice trembiled with sup- |
pressed emotion; “'hut that §s pothing ew.” |

ha added, with a short. Bitter laugh “You

&re AiWAYs In my thoughts, Maode™

His words made the girl drow herself up |
and the momentary flush |

to her full height
died out of her delicately chiseled face

“We connot stand here,” she sald, with
quiet dignity. “We ars blocking up the way,
and attracting nttention. Good-by.” And
she held out her hand 1o him

*“Good-by T Le echord blankly. “You are
not golng to be ®o <ruel as 1o dismiss me

llke this, when It {s months slnce I saw you |

lamt ™

They were standing on the narrow paye- |
ment in Bt. Paul's Churchyard, and during |

the brief moments of thelr meeting more
than one passer-by had turned to gnze ot
them with curiosity or amusement.

They weré by 1o means an ordinnry-
lonking palr.
knit frame and handsome face made him
conspleuons even in a London crowd; and
the girl with whom Le was pleading was &
beauty of no common type.

“We cannot stand here™ she repeated
faltering. “I—I do wish you would go, AMr.
Hanbury.”

“Ar. Hanbury?T™ he echoed, in dismay.
*Has It come to that, Maude?" -

Bhe looked up Into bhis face with suldden
determination.

“You know It eame to that lons ago, &0
please go!" And she tumed away from
bim. . )

‘“Won't you give me five minutes, MaudeT*
he sald, striding after her. “You don’t
know what it will mean to me if you don't"

Bhe paused, and a look of mingled pain
and comparsion cam# Into her face which
he was quick to see, and, seizing hils appar-
tunity with desperate ezgerness, he ex-
claimed:

“Let us go into Bt Pzul's.
quietly there.”

The girl hesitated a moment moare; then.

We can talk

in sllence, she turned and wiilked by his |

#ide as he led the way up the broad flight of
steps into the stately cathedral

*“I—1 have been trying so hard to—to
keep right. for your sake, darling,” he whis-
pered.

* you, I should have been driven to despern-
tion again. Oh, Mavde, will you not give
me one more chance?’

They had taken two seats In & quist part
of the great solemn building, with no ons
near senough, or concerned enough, to notles
them. At his words the girl agaln drew
back, with a deprecating gesture.

*I can only remaln here, Richard, on con-
dition that you will keep to vour pronisa.”

“What promiseT™ he exclaimed dejectedly

“The promise that we ahould meay as
friends, and nothing more,” she answesed,
keeping her eyes steadily averted from his.
- *T don't see how It Iz possible,” he cried.
*“Life s unbearabls without you, Maude!”
And, again forgetting the compact, he
Jeaned forward and lald his hand on hers.

*“Richard"—and there was 2 tone of hor-
ror In Maude Ilingworth's voloe—""you are
not troe to your promise, in more WwWuys
than one. Yau have broken your vow agaln,
bhaven't you?™

The young man drew back, and a leep
flush mounted to his hrow.

“How can you expect anything else?" de
muttered. Then, after & moment's silence,

- he exclatmed passionately, “] always told
you, Maude, that you were my one safe-
guard from the cursed drink! With rour
Jove to help me, and your companionship to

. keep me from Loe men who have been my
ruln, I could havs got right—I know per-
fectly well I could have got right! Bat with-
out you I have nothing—absplutaly nothing
~to keep me!” And he covered his face
‘with his hands, and groaned aloud.

-~ "It was never so, Richard,” rhe answered
slowly. “Even In the days when 1 was your
affianced wife you would not glve up this
awtul thing.”

. "But I §idn't s%e things then as T do now.,”
e snid, with uvn expression of utter misery
in his face. “And—and I did not appreciate,
you, or Jove you, as much as I do now. I
don't seemn to eare what becomes of me,
since you have shown me that I am nothing
to you. I tell you, Maude, when a man !s
desperate It is eany encugh to fall into the
devil's handa!™ E -

I The girl shudderdd convulsively at his
words; while he continved gloomily:

“If you had only had & lttle more pa-
tience with me—"

“Patience, RIchard ™ she echoed sadly. *1

8o not think you ean acctbe me of not hav-
ing been patient with you.”

» “Dick,” she sald, sa they stood sids hy

“help you? I feel sure He must have power
~ 1o cure Jhis fearfii) kabli—to cast out this

is mothing less; anfl-and to
man. Oh, surely He will
if you will ask His belp, Dick" she
her hand for one brief mo-
upon bis arm. *Promise me you will

“I promiss,” .he answered, wselzing her
hand in bis, and holding It as In a visa.

“Nothing but that can save you, Dick.”
she mald, with guivering.lips. “I am con-
vinced of it. Now go. T want to he hers
alone for a ltte while™

He let bar hand fall from his grasp; and,
without trusting himself to look at her
sgain, he hurried away.

For some moments ahe #20od where he
had Jeft her; then she knelt down, mobbing
eilently. If only He, the Christ, were still
on sarth, she thought. Me would have com-
passion on him, and bid him be free from
the mccurred thing: but he sedmed so far
away now, so unappronchable.

She had prayed so often, aml her prayers
kad been unamewered; and yet—and vet he
bad said: “Ask, and it shall be given you;
seek, and ye shall find; knock, and It shall
be opened unto you." Yes, thersa must he
some way of appronch to him, If only she
could find it. Bhe told him—the man who
had jost left her—that God would hear him,
and help to overcomd: temptatien, and she
believed it Implicitly; but even now, as she
tried to pray for him, the barrier between
herself and God seemed to become greater,
and from ber heari, If nol her lips, was
wWrung the cry, so oftem uttered by mouls
groping In darkness: “Oh, that 1 might
know where 1 might find Him!*
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And Richard Hanbury, vowing once sgaln

that he would “turn over a new leaf™”

_ came slowly down the cathedral steps, and

made his way towards Lombard Sireet,
whither he hadl been golng when he had
met Maude Illingworth. He told himself,
a3 he had done times wilthout number, that
be was a brute, a degraded wreich, a mad-
man, not only to throw gway his cwn life,
but to bring sarrow gnd shame to the dear-
ext, sweetest girl that ever drew breath!
Then bhe. y remembered the er-
rand upon. he had come, and, with
something sot unlike & malediotion upon his.
he crossed the wide lobhy, and walked,
compressed lips and frowning brow,
up the wide stairway.

y angd un-*

Richard Hanbury's tall, well- |

“And If you had sent me away from |

itercd a large, wel-appointed office, where
| several elerks were at work.
i At his appearance these individunls ex-
hanged signiticant glances with one an-
er, a procecding which dld not escape
the notios the pew-comer, who was
out Irreslstible temptation
the hend of the nearsst.
Hanbury 1 wish to ses him,”
And then stood, with
e one of the clurks

ol

; #=ized with an 3
te punch
“Tell

MT.

1y.

-
CHAPTER 11,
BROKEN VOWS
1t was pome muments before the clerk re-
. angd Rlichard Hanbury, fuming with
T atlon, walked over to the window,
| and looked out on the hurrylng throng In
! the etrect bilaw, with eyes thit saw noth-

g, The sllence in the office was broken
only by the scratch of pens; but ths
' wis  Keenls conscious of the

nifieant lpoks that were being exchanged

at his expense,

He knew that every elerk in the firm of
Phillp Hunbury was aware of his position,
! and why he no longer pocupied the post he
 had held in his fatler's llfetime, and the
thought mude his blood tingle with Tage
and humiltation.

He was just about to eond another mes-
sengoer after the first, when tha man re-
| turned, to gay that Mr, Haobury would see
him; and, witk some twenty palrs of eves
directed towarn! him, he walked, with bhead
erect, to the door which communicated
with his brother's private office.

He haid not been in the place for some
time. aml as he passed down the famillar
passage n rush of memories swept over him
- —memorles of the father who had forgiven
hitm again and sguln, and had done his ut-
most to keep him from the path of ruln.

As he thought of the gray head bent over
the desk, and the kind face, seamed with
Unes of care—which he had helped to hring
| there—something very like tears gathered
1 in his eyes; but the callous and indifferent
look came back ns he opened the door at
the end of the passage, and entered an of-
floe marked “Private”

Instend of the gray healrs and the bent
form, & sleek, bisck hesd, set on a palr of
wall-knit shoulders, was ralsed ss Richard
appeared In the doorway, end a cold, me-
talllc voice greeted him with an abrupt
“Good-morning!” which salutation the
younger mon Answerad by & careless unod.

Thus the two brothers met—Philin Han-
bury, the polished gentleman, the pride and
support of his family, the respecied citizan,
r the irreproachable business-man; and Rich-
| ard, his brother, drunksrd and profiigata!
| 1 wns just golng out,” the former sald—
| and he glanced toward his sleek silk hat
i nnd gold-headed umbreily, which lay at his
elbow-—"and can only spare five minotes™

“You are always out, or just golng cut,
when I happen to come!” retorted the other,
with a ecornful curl of his handsoma 1ip.
1 have called ahout the money which was
due to ma six weeks ago. Perhaps you will
inform me why 1t bas not been sent?™

Phillp Hanbury's face gfhw a shade palsr,

*1 am afrald you will have to wai* still
lonzer for 11" he answered. *No dividecds
have yet been pald*

*1 don't beliove you, Phillp. You hawve put
me off like this before. 1 want the mooey,
nnd shall be obliged 1f you will write ne
out a check for the amount while 1 walt.”

“1 tell you the money has not been -aid
in,” Phillp answered, with lips that ware
white with passion, “and I bave no nten-
tlon of advancing 1.

““Then T shall te under the painful neces-
gity of tnquiring Into the matter,” sald nis
Lrother, seating himself in the nearest shalr,
“You had better write me out a check at
once, Phillp, and save any unpleasantnang.”
And, leaning back, he surveyved the othar,
with a strange light shining in hiy eyes

“And who are you, that you shoull dare
to nddress me In this Manner?' And Pnilip

well-cul Teatures drawn  with suppressed
fury. “Leave my office at once, or I will
have you turned out!'

Richard rose also, and the brothers stood
together, face to face.

Richard was the stronger, finer man of
the two, and in their boyhood days he had
always come off best in the fights which oe-
caslonally took place hetween them. It was
difficult work at this moment to keep his
hands off the man whose presence seamed
elways to rouse his worst passions; but he
did so, and, moving & atep or two back-
wards, he sald, with a calmopess that sur-
prised himself:

“Don't let us have any more humbug,
Philip.. Give me the money that is dus to
me, and I will go. Remember, you can't
rob me of this, ax you have 3¢ cverything
elge"

Phillp tried to sp=ak, but the words dled
away on his lips; and, with blanched cheek
and. trembling hands, he onte more sat
down at the desk, and took his check book
fram a drawer. Then, In silence, he filled in
one of the pink #lips, and banded it to hia
brother, averting his eyes fraom Richard's
face while the latter folded It carefully and
put: It inte his breast pockel.

Then, happlly for both, a knock came at
the door, and, with a cold “Good-morning,”
the hrothers parted. .
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Richard arose from his geat In the quiet
Ernoluary, resolving that he would, at any
rate, fulill his promise to Maude, what-

Hanbury rose to his feet, his handsoms,’

who, llks himself, had llved without God.
and without hope. The Holy Spirit had
breught home to him his own deep need of
pardon and salvation; and to-night, as he
paced hils room, his heart went out In agon-
fzed prayer for the forglveness of his sin,
and deliverance from the curse that bad
held him so long,

But as yet he knew not the gimplicity of
God's way of salvation, and ail throngh the
hours of that night fiercer and ficrcer the
battle ragsd.

Heturning day brought no rellef, and once
more he left the house, and wandered alm-
lessly through Xensington Oardens, and
thence to the Park woodering whether
the time would ever come when the open-alr
mesting would agaln assemble.

This time there was no shrinking or turn-
ing back. He was desperately in earnesL
If salvation from sin and gullt was to be
hud, he must get it, at all costs. He carsd
nothing now for what hils friends might
think or say of him. He was willing to lose
the whole world—yes, even though it in-
cluderd the girl he almost worshiped. An
all-absorbing desire possessed him to find
dellvarance from that which had wrecked
&nd ruined him; and whatever the conse-
quences might be, he would seek and obtaln
it, or end the matter in another way.

But Richard Hanbury had unconscioualy
come to the place where three parts of the
battle had already been fought, and there
was but little more to make the victory
complete.
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Maude had recelved a leiter from Dick.
Thrusiing It Into her pocket with trem-
bling hands, she sped, away to her own
room, and read it there,

“My Dedr Maude,"—(this was not the way

not with the feverish anxiely and breath-
less suspense of the old days.

A great change liad been wrought !n his
whole being, and the consclousness of this
outwelghed all else, even the probability of
losing all that life held dearest.

He could not Lelleve as he walked up
and down the famiinr pathway that he hnd
come there (o bid o Just farewell to Maude *
—or, what wasg more lkoly still, that le
would leave the country without seeing her
at all; and yet he told himself he loved her
more than ever, but that Other Presence
had comre into his Ilife, maklng it possible
to face the futore nlone.

“Dick!™

It was her voles that softly and tcemu-
lously brokes in upon his thoughts, and,
turning swiftly upon his heel, he found her
at his side. |

He drew a long breath as he took her |
hand {n hi=, but no words came to his lips. |
Bhe was the first 1o speak. H

"1 got your letter) she sald falt=singly, E
lifting her soft brown cyes to Lis; then |
wonderingly she fixed them thers, I

|
|
i
|
I
|
|
|

Bomething In his face und in his whaola
manner told her that It was not the
Richard Hanbury of one short month be-
fore, and a sudden rush of joy swept over
her.,

“God Las done great thinga for me' he
whispered, as, with throlbing heart, he
watched her changing expression, *far be- '
yond anything 1 ever dreamed of. Te has
not only sobered me—that would have besn |
a miracle, If he had done nothing el=e—but |
he has blotted out all the past. and mada
me o new man in Christ Jesus"™

And then, ns lstened with bated
breath, he told her how the change had
bLeen wrought. i

she

| you.

to the old sin, will you—will you let me ask
you then to be my wite?”
Her head hod droopedt upon her breast
“Why do yon a«<k me this, Dick,” she
eald, “when—when you must know I could
have but one anawer tq glve you?"
“Maude,” he erled, with psssionate ear-

| neatness, “is is passible that God will let me

lave you oS my own—I. who have been all
thnt fs bad?™

“That ix not true. Dici!” she sald, Iaying
her hand on hi* arm, *“iliers has been the
bt that fs 211
with a shudder of hor-
ror. “Was it not ugh to make you loathe
and despise me—enough to shut me out of
God's prisence forever? No, Maude, 1 felt,
when 1 came 10 mysel, and saw the past In
fts trus lizsht, that T could not ask you

he echo

agaln to shure such a Jife as mine had been; !

but If you will—If you can again trust me,
in a year--two years—then—"'

“f will, Dick,” ehe answered simply, “And
meanwhile T want you to teach me how to
g=t what you have got™

He was too overfoyed to answer for some
maomenis.

“Ia it Tight of me to |et you. my darllag?
he =ald, when at lenpth ha could conirol his
“What will your father say? What

"

valos,
will ke think of me for—

“Father loves you stlll, Dick,” she Inter-
rupted, “He hns never changed toward
It wns only the one thing that made
him refuse to glve me to you. But i—If
God can keep you from that"—and her eyes
filled with sudden tears.—"‘he—"'

She did mot finish her sentence, for the
next moment he had caught her in his
urms, regardiess of the fact that a nurse-
malkd, with a perambulator, had just passed

“Maude!” “Dick!” Then the two who had so suddenly and unexpectedly met stood gazing at ome

Dick usually began his letters. not even
since she had broken off her engagement
with him, and her heart gave a great throb
of surprise and disappointment as she read
the words)—

“1 have mot dared to write to you, lest
the wonderful change that has come Into
my lfs should, efter all, prove to be only
& delusion, and pass away; but three weeks
hidve gone since I discovered that there was
a way out of my misery and sin, and to-

day, In of its being ‘only a delusion,’ I
am pro ‘be a great and a glorlous
reality.

“Do you remember telllng me you wera
sure that only religion could save me? 1
did not know what you meant at the time,
but I know now, I know that It is the one
remady for me. And yet I eannot call this

ever the result might be: and, § i oanca
more down the steps, he walked lelsurely
acroes Ei. Paul's Churchyard, intending to
g0 sitrnight back to his rooms,

“Why., Dick, old man, this is a plece of
good fortune! T was just contemplating put-
ting & bullet through my hrains when I
caught sight of your frame!"

Richard turned, with a frown on his face,
toward the man who had. unconsciously to
himself, been tracking his footeteps, but the
good naturs which had played a very large
part in IMck Hanbury's dewnfall got the
mastery of hiz sterner feelings, and for a
moement or two he surveyed the new-comer
in silence.

“You lock pretty bad, Bobby,” he sa’d.
“What have you been Jo.rg witn youse't 7

“Unly starving. old boy!" was the mgu-
bricus answer. “I haven't “ad a square
meanl since my landlady turned e out of
house-and-home six werds ago."

“You don't gay £6!" crisd Itichard, roused
to sudden compasslon. “You shan't starve
any longer thin, 1f T can nelp . 1 have not
lunched myself yet, 20 we will have some-
thing together st once.”

Once more the power of evil had doxged
his steps, and once more he yielded ‘o 1m
swas, with the result that, two hours la‘er,
saggering and recling through one af tha
mitln sireets of the city, he stumbled help-
I=esly aguinst 1wo
emerging from a bullding, one of whom ware
his brother Phillp.

CAPTER IIl
“HE CAME TO HIMSELF."™

There was no sleeép for Richagd Hanbury
that night. Like the prodigal son, he had
come to himself, and his past life. in its
true light. lay open bhefore him. Never un-
tll now had he reallzed the wickednoss of
having equandered the preclous life in-
trusted to hint. Never before nad he felt the
burden and gullt ¢f unconfessed and unfor-
glven sin: but his eves hnd been opened as
he had lisiened to the testlmony of a man

- S

gentlemen who wera |-

derfu]. ch ‘religion.” That is such
a cold word, and does not express anything
of the peace and joy that has come Into my
life.

“I have not found ‘religion,” but Christ. Tt
is he who has dellversd me from my sin,
and filled me with loathing for the old life.

“l am making arrangements to leave
England very ashortly, feellng persuaded
that It will be wisest and best to do so; but
before I go 1 would ilke to bid you farewell.

“1s this too much to ask you, Maude? Be<

leve me, it 1p not with the hope that things |

may be as they were before, but becausa I
want to tell you how I sought and found
the dellverance that has come to me.
“You will get this letier somewhers about
midday, and if you will grant me the favor
1 ask, you wiil find me walting for you at
the old spot. DICK.”
Bhe read the lgiter straight through with-
out & pause. Could such a communication
possibly come from him? She wondered,
while heér heart thrilled with mingled feel-

‘ings of Joy an. dismay. What did he mean

by thess strange expresasions? Was It some
phase of religious excitement that had pos-
sessed him—the resuilt of a dlsordered mind
—or could it be that he had indeed found
that mysterious influence which she had al-
ways belleved In? .

Her first impulse, after reading the letter
through a second and a third time, was to
tukes it to her father; but-she did not do 89,
and a moment or two later she had put on
her walking-things, and was on her way to
the old irysting place.

CHAPTER 1IV.
“OLD THINGS ARE PASSED AWAY."
Meanwhile Richard Hanbury paced slowly
up and down one of the quiet paths of
Kensington Gardens.

There was & look on his face that had not *

been there In the past, when ho had waited
in-the same spot for the girl he loved; and,
although his heart gave A great bound every
now and again, as he caught sight of the
Sutter of a dress among the trees; it was

i

another in silence.

“You will understand It all when .""ul
have trusted him, too, Maude,’” he said, as |
he saw the look of bewllderment on her
face. *I know It tmust seem strangse ta you,
and hard to believe, that—that it should all
come abtout so fuddeniy. 1 waa afrald
when I wrots to you that you might think
it was all excitement, or perhaps only a
ruse to tempt you back into the old rela-
tlonehip.”

Then, as she did not answer, he continied
rapidly, not daring to trust himseif to Iook
at her:

I would not do you the wrong now,
Maunde, to.ask you to Tenew oOur engnge-
ment."

Bhe started violently, and tha erimson
color flooded her cheeks and brow, leaving
them a moment later as white as death,

“T could nat do 11, as 1 tald ¥ou in my
letter,” he went on: and every waord he ut-
tered was wrung In agony from his soul
“1 could not, Maude-]1 could not! I have
never been worthy of youj 1 mever shall
be!"!

Ehe tried to speak, bwt a sob ehacked her
utterance. -

Then he turnsd suddeniy and faced her,

“Maude—Maude!" he groaned, “do not |
make It harder for me to leave you. Goa !
only knows what It has tost me o make
up my mind to see your face no more—to
begin life In a new country —to—""

“Why should you goT" she eried “Why
cannot you live th's new life here? Why
should you not prove to all those who have
known youfr past that there Is a Power to
help you?"

The Dick Hapbury of the old days eould
nol have resisted such an appeal, and ha
marveled at (he strange calmness that pos-
sessed him,

“It 1= hest s0,” he answered gently, “Youf |
ought to be free—as you afe NOW—ilo marry |
& man whose past life has been other than
mine.” 3

“Dick,” she sobbed, forgetting all else but |
the thought of losing him, ""won't you stay
and help me to lve the life that you have
told me of? Don't you think I need it
Just as much as you needed 1t? TLet things
remaln’ as they are. Let us be friends, as
we agreed to be; but do not g0 awny. Dick,
1-1 could not bear that!”

His heart beat tumultuously &t her words.

“Maude,” he whispered. "I am beginning
to forget all the resolutions I have been
making for the last fortnight; but I must
not—I dare not—" Then, afler a moment's
pause: "It is Impossible that things should
remain as they are now. We cunnot be
mere ‘friends’ Macde—at least, I cannot
But"—his “resolutions’ were coming down
now llke a house of cards—"il[—Iif— ©Oh.
<hild, am I doing you & Wrong by eaying
this to you? If—if at the end of two years
—perhaps one year—I can tell you honestly,
and before God, that I have not given way

them, and was not more than fifty yards
ahead.

CHAFPTER V.
CRUSHING NEWBS.

It was just & month since Richard had
called at his brother's office. He remem-
bered, almost with wonder, how he bad
felt the last time he had walked up the
brond filght of ateps lending to the hand-
some premises. Then his heart had been
Mled with bittprness and rage against
Philip: now he felt a strange longing to see
him, and to ask hils forgiveness for his past
misdologs.

Bo full was he of his own thoughts that
he did not notice the strange manner and
dazed look of the old clerk who met him at
the door of the main office.

“Have you, not heard tha terrible mews,
Rlchard?" he sald, with trembling iips, In
an¥wer (0 THek's request to ses his brother.

*“Terrible news!” echoed the young man
blankly. “What news, Somers?" )

“Oh, sir, It's awful! There's Peen a smash,
and—and Mr, Philip has gone—gone right
awsy, sir, no one knows where. He has not
Leen nt the office for gome days; but we
didn’t think much of that, as he had Deen
compinining of feeling poorly, and sent
word to Mr. Wilders that he wos taking &
rest.”

And the old man. who had besn tn the
firm befurs Hichard was born, broke down
in a pitiful sob.

“Fut whal do you mean ahout a smagh’?™
Richard exclaimod, growing pale, al*hough
the news had nat sltogethsr surprised him

“Why,. =ir, that everything ls lost—gone—
and hns been for some tine, though Tone
of us knew 1t!" the cld man answarcd, whils
xriat beads of perspiration gathersd on his
brow, *Rut the .limax came last &vening,
and the whole city is ringing with the news.
I know next {o ncthing of the particu'ars,
Mr. Richard; none of us 43, excest Ar
Wiiders, and be has gone to break it to the
poor lady—to poor Mrs. Hunbury."

“Tell me what you do know, Somers”™
Richard sild, quietly, drawing the old man
into the lcbby.

Within the cffice he could see th: orher
clerks standing about in confused sroupc,
end he eouid hear thelr excited whispers.

“It would scem that Mr. Philip has been
speculating, srd—and dong maary foolish
things; but cue does not knna what 1o e
lleve of all that is belng =zuid ™ And e old
clerk lifted his hand to his head In a dazed
and bewl!ldered manner,

“Mr. Whders will tell you all, sir," he
added: “he has not been gone very long,
and you would be sure to w.nd him at Mra
Hanbury's.”

Richard st:-d a few moments longer;

but he conld get lttle or nothing further

from the old man, except what he had al-
ready told him; and presently he hurried

away, taking the shortest possible routz to |
the house in Belgravia. ]

But It was useless (o attempt to talk to
his mother In her present condition. Anil,
after promising the girls to return thai
night, he took leave of them, Intending to
go back to the office in Lombard street to
see Mr. Wilders, the head elerk, whom he |
had ngaln just miesed; but ns the door af |
the great stately mansion closed upon him |
he came face to foce with Maude Iiling- |
worth.

For a moment or two melther of them
spoke; then he sald, as he took her hand
1 his:

“You have heard
Maude?"

Bhe noddad silently, and tears filled her
eyes.

“It seems !ncredible; and yet—ond yet it
does not altogether surprise me,” Richard
continued. I have thought Phillp's manner |
very strange at {Imes when we have tallged |
of money matters. 1 hear that my mother
and the girls will be pennliess; but I don’t
know how that is poszible, as my father
was too wise a man not to make provision
for them."

“Everything was left in Philip's hands.'*
Maude answered. “Father has often told me
Mr. Hanbury trusted FPhilip so absolutely.”

“Can you spare me a few moments,
Maude? There is another matter I must
talk to you about.” And Richard's face
grew white as death.

She looked at him quickly, and her heart
died within her.

*“I know what you want to say.,” she fal-
tered. ““You are golng to tell me your money
has gone with the rest.””

*No,”” he unswered, as they turned and
walked slowly down the hrosd pavement.
“Mother has told me this morning that It
has not bern toughed. FPhlllp had evidently
no power to meddle with the eapital, though
I know he often kept back the Interast until
he was compelled to give it to me. 1 am
not yat sure that the information i1s cor-
rect; but Wilders evidently knows more
than any one else, and it was he who told
my mother.”

Maude could not hide the feeling of thank-
fulness and rellef that fillad her heart al
bis wordse,

“0Oh, Dilcek!" she whispered, whila the
crimson color suffused her sweet. shy face,
“Y am glad—so glad! Do you know. dear, I
told father ail that you sald to me, and—
and he has given his consent once more—
that is, if—If for one year you are trus to
your word, and—and you have kept from
the old sin.*

“Maude!" he cried, with white, trembiing
lps.

But he could get no further, while ah=
continued in the ewert, low tones that
thrilled his heart with passionate yearning:

“Father was so glad, Dick! I have never
meen him so touched before. 1 told him how
you had eald that Christ had done it all,
and—and that you wanted me to seak him
as my savior, as you had dome. And, oh.
Dirk, I have! I came to him just as you
told me to do; and I think I know now—but
only just a !lttle blit—what It means to have
found him. I know how glad you are.”™

8tll], he did not answer, and, looking up
into his face, she saw a stralned and ag-
onized look upon it she had naver sten there
before.

“It is verry thoughtless of me to talk of
this now, Tick,” she sald, “when—when you
are In such trouble about Fhilip and your
poor mother and eisters, but I thought you
would like to know."”

“AMy darling.” he gronned—"my own trus
love! what must T do? Tell me, what must
I 407 Maude, It Is you who hava always
advised me and helped me, and you must
do so now."

Bhe looked at him with eyes full of ten-
derest sympathy.

“You mean with regard to your mother
and sisters? she sald, gently., “They will
need you now, of course, Dick.”

Unconsclously she had made ths way
eanler for him, but she herself was totally
unprepared for what he had to say.

“If it is trus that they are penniless,
Maude, and—and I have 40 a year stil] Isft
to me, what must I da?"

Then In a moment the whole situation
burst upon her.

“There is only one thing you can do,
Dick,” she sald, fantly. “You must take
them to live with you."

the terrible mnews,

) CHAPTER VL -
AT LABT1

Twelve months had rolled away. Once
agaln it was springtime, and the little
suburban garden wus looking quite gay
with its bed of daffodils and Its hedge of
flowering privet, which hid it from the curl-
ous gazxs of passers-by. Dick had planted
the bulba there, becauvse he remembersd
how fond his mother had elways been of
daffodils, and he had bteen so glad when
he saw that they gave her some little pleas-
ure,

Bhe was so hard to pleaze. How could it
be otherwise, he told himself, when she had
never known befors what It was to do
without things, snd now there was so much
she could not have?

He very soon made the disceavery that his’
income of 400 a year waa insuMcient to meet
his wants and thoss of the three girls, and
after much difficulty he succeeded, through
Mr. Illlngworth's Interest, in getting a post
In the eity, which brought him In another
hundred s year; but it meant tolling from
early morning to late at night—a condition
of things that the Dick Hanbury of the
old days could never have stood.

He was thankful for the work, however,
as It kept him from thinking, and it en-
abled him to add the extra comforts to the
household that could not otherwize have
been possible.

The ruin of Phillp Hanbury had been
utter and complete, and Philip himself had
been brought back from Routh America,
whence he had fied for refuge, and com-
demned to & felon’s cell for a term of ten
Yyears.

Maude end her father met sall for some
months of travel In & distant land while
Dick went back to grind at the post that
Mr. Illingworth's Interest had secured him.

It was hard work at £rst to toll with &
heart that was breaking with Its sense of
Ioneliness and yearning for that which
could mot be.

It was Baturday afternoon, and Dick had
come home to find that his mother and
sisters had taken advantage of the fine
day and had gone for a drive to Richmond
Parle. ]

He thought. with a sigh, thut they misht
have waited for his return to, at any rate,
pay him the compliment of asking him to
go with them; but he was not altogether
sorry for the few hours of quist that would
be his meanwhile; and, shutting himself
up In the tiny room at the top of the house,
which he had appropriated as his sanctum,
he opened the book that had already begun
to show upon Its pages the marks of fre-
guent usage.

“Strange,” he mused, ms he turned over
the leaves to find a passage that had beea
running through his mind that day—
“strange that he, the once godiess, reck-
less Dick Hanbury, should find his
1o him till one short year ago
Ppleasure in the bock thag had

a hkeart full of thankfuiness that it should
be so, he went on with his =zearch.

But suddenly the ssund of a carrlage
stopping at the front gato told hin that
Mrs. Hanbury and the giris had returned.
The sky had begun to cloud over during the
last hour, and this must have mada them
turn back.

Mrs. Hanhury always expected him to
mest Her, und to give her kls arm. and, with
& lttle sigh of resignation, he closed the
book and went downstairs

In tha hall he met the servant with a card
in her hand. )

“There Is a gentleman In the drawing-
room, Mr. Hanburyf' she said.

“A gentleman!” Richard echoed. with
fome surprise, for visitors never cams to
No, 2, The Laburnams,

Then he glanced at the card, and a crim-
son flush dyed his cheek and brow. Tpoa
the ittle piece of pasteboard wuas Inscribed
the nome, “Robert lililngworth.™

“I did not know yon were in England,
#ir’"* ha stammered forth a moment later,
#= th= cld man clasped his hnnd in silence.

“Wa came hack last wesk” AMr. Illiing-
wortk sald presently. “The warm climate
aid not suit Mande. and I had finished the
buslne=s | had to do there, 50 we had no
objeet In remaining.”

At the mention of Mande’s name Dick
flushed painfully, pnd the words which were
upon his lips disd away.

Then Mr. Illingworth seated himself in &
ehalr near the windew, and looked out upon
the little garden with cyes that saw noth-
fnz. He wnm not a mian who could beat
about the busk, snd he had come to see
Jticharnd on a very imporiant matter,

“It has been a hnrd year for yoo, my
bov,” he mald, turning round presently and
facing Dick. while the corners of hils mouth
tegan to twitch in a way they had when
he was greatly moved: “nut you have
fuught the fight bravely—you have kept
your word.”

Liick looked at him In genulne surprise,

“I have only done my duty, sir. But how
do vou know ! have kept my word?”

“Do you think T got you Into that office
for nothing. Diek?" Mr. ILlingworth sald;
and. In spite of the tears that were not far
off. something like a mischievous twinkle
cama into his esyes. "It was pulting yow
between the millstones; but they have
done their work, Dick, and you are a better
man for the discipline, aren’t you™

“I think T am. sir” Dick nnawered. “At
any rate, it ha= been 3 very great help to
me: my mother and sisters could not have
managed otherwiss" :

“Poor thinge—poor things,” murmured
Mr. Mingworth; “it has besn o bitter ex~
perience for them; but you have behaves
nohly townrd them, Dick, and at the cost
of your own happiness"

Then he begnn to pace the room In a
strance, mnervous fashien, while Dick,
scarcely daring 1o let hime=elf speculate as
to the reason of his visit, watched him
with bated breath.

A wild wope had selzed him a moment

before, enly to be crushed back as the
height of fally and presumption; hur Al
Lalugwortn 8 next wonds sent the blood

coursing through his velns, .

“You have kept your word, Dick, and
Maude Is yours, the old man =ald, laving
hisx hand suddenly upon his shoulders,

It was game moments before Dick could
fpeak; then he murmured. with faltering
lips:

“I have nothing to offer her,
maother and sisters—-"

But Mr. lllingworth Interrupted him with
broken words and eves= that were filled with
tears.

“I sald ghe should bs yours, Dick, If 1
knew that the old habit had heen given up,
ane you were honestly striving to llve n
new life: and as you have Kept your .part
of the comprct 1 cannot do less than keep
mine, can 1?7 As for having nothing to of-
fer her,” he ndded, as he saw Dick was
about to Interrupt him, “my savings were
considerable durlug xour father's lifetime,
and the property I invested In, and which
Maude and I Iately went to jook at, has
turned out R very great success, Moreover,

sir. My

my friend Matthews Is willing to find you &

more lucrative post; =o, If you wiil consent
to give an 0ld man a home for the remain-
der of his dayvs, I think we shall be able
to manage very well"

But Dick could not answer. and the next
moment he had burfed his face in his hands,
while great sobs shook his frame,

Richard Hanbury and Maude Illingworth

were married a few weeks later, and In the
happy years that followed the former Dot
anly sceght every opportunity of redeem-
fog his own name, but of helping otbhers
who had fallen to do the same.

THE END.

——— ———
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